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had invited me to dinner that same night. When I
entered their drawing-room, to my intense astonish-
ment, there was my friend of the train! He was
even more taken aback than myself, if such a thing
was possible. Needless to say we stuck to our
opinions, and the marriage did not come off!
I heard from these same friends the other day that
my " travelling companion " is still a widower.
Talking of travelling backwards and forwards,
reminds me of the great bus strike which happened
in London some years ago. I was acting in London
at the time and it was my matinee day. Walking
towards the theatre with a friend, I happened to
look at the clock in Oxford Street, and to my horror,
saw that I had very little time to get to the theatre.
To come to the aid of the public, and, incidentally, to
make a penny or two, some of the men with initiative,
had hired coal-carts to transport people to Piccadilly
and other places. I was fortunate enough at that
moment to catch sight of one of these coal-carts;
it was filled with chairs, but alas ! every chair was
occupied! Still, this mattered little to me, as I
was in a desperate hurry, and with a leap and a
bound I caught on to the back of it! A fat old
woman with a basket and a small boy caught me by
the arms and hauled me in. And my friend told me
that the last she saw of me were two legs waving
frantically in the air.
When next in Paris, I met the authoress, G. B.
Stern, through her sister, May Maiden, a great
friend of mine; and they introduced me to Frank
Vernon and his wife, Virginia, who were going to
produce the authoress's Matriarch. They offered
me the part of " Aunt Elsa " and also the job of